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inful Trade laid down, 
"Of wie poor manger, ater = een 
A thouſand rings whe Sh for hal 
And News is nw the Towns great Staple made. 
= Giles ! the Cadwcers (hall be thine 3 


haſt a {| Title to the Nine. 
The Crow orGoſe from which thou pllMtchyQuil, 


Have gi'n thee Seifn of Parnaſſus Hill. 
'& thou till May, in and Verſe go on, 

Thy Purchaſe would at laſt be Helicon. 

Thou might'ſ cularge thy ſmall Retinue then, 
And for thy one poor lowfie Boy, keep ten. 
Thou at thy 4 5 F”, might it reſume the Chair, 
And be thy (clt wy an bo there : 

Thou might'ſt thy — and give 
Orders, how much each one write, to live. 
Thy Bings's boſe (hall be thy Pen, 

To keep thy Porcapiner, thy Satyrs den. 

From whence,could the poor Scribling Tribe but ſtill 
Continue for to Dart their Quill, 

And tender Reputation (it but wounded) Kill, 
Thou need'ſt not be dejefted at this Rate, 
Nor claw thy head about Afﬀairs of State 3 

Nor at this Lifemal Rate lament, 

Cauſe Oxford"s to receive the Parliament, 
Thy Porcupines when &re they write, 
When they let fly, they hit the Fhite; 
When Innocence and Loyaltie's the Mark, 

At ſuch bright Bats they can diſcharge i oe Fi dark. 
At Rovers let them ſhoot, no matter why, 
Whether the Sheet contain a Truth or Lye, 
The News, if falle, is more like Mercarie. 

Thy Satyrs may make bolder Sallies hence, 

And R aviſh Votes and Speeches thence 3 

Faith this will do't, and will retum the Pence. 
But if the Scholars catch thy Monſters there, 
They'l treat 'em with their ſharp Pig-markgz chear, 
And ſend the Sturdy Vagrants back again, 
With the ſafe Pafr-port of the Birchen train, 
Neceſſity's the Driver whence they draw, 
Which has no more of Conſcience than of Law. 
Their feather'd Shafts their points to Exvy owe ; 
F aflion's the twiſt that ſtrings their Bow. 

What, moody Biags ! come, the bulie Bee 

Now Spring comes on, abroad will flce, 

And then, with what ſhe gathers up and down, 
Supply this greater Hive the Town. 

Thy Stack with Drones will Swarm, 


'Tis fuch as 7pm warm, 
Such as are ulctul, rhough they feed 
Theſe cheriſh and maintain the Breed. 
'Tis News and Coffee calls in theſe, - 


As Sound and R ingiag does the Bees. 


. 


; 


; 
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Iter Oxonienſe: 
The going down of the A $ SES to OXENFORD, 


' 


| 


Alas! they ſure our buzzing wh 
Al chat we aim atis (ike Ment 


s my Province, and I'm own'd by all 
bring their Tributes when we pleaſe to meet, 
Near th'Raines of St. Paxl; new fhodden feet, * = 


Perm ana 
? 

At haſk, to nr TIES 

(For the whole Nation in that Body meer) 


"Tis hit that we to Oxford ſhould repair, 


'Faith ay Canine akin was of v4 
Like King-Fiper they fy along the Rane 


; 


They rather Porpw-like in Tempeſts play, 

They ar Popul amp pl, 
But how my Tribe I ſhall to Oxfird bri 

That Canaan, Bingo ! that, ay that's the thing ! 
It you the Caravan provide, 

Weall are then to our hearts wiſh ſapply'd. 

For at the leaſt, Retainers to the Court 


We.thll be thought, and you ger Money for't 


oT £03 
Lady ee plper?, yg ml 
| have already furniſht out my Houſe, 
'Tis the old Hall of the fae'd Mother Lowe, 
They lay a claim to't; as we creep 
Thea we gar ar ent cnn enki Gevag 
Afſur'd of Trade, provide thy (elf a Room 3 
My Ants will to their woxted billock.come 3 
And there our hbours ſhall i thy heap, 
And both a Harveſt trom the Scholars reap. 
For we, like Harloes, when too common grown, 
Find Trading where we're maſt unknown. 
Coffee and News can never want a Trade, 
Whiltt both ro Cheat the People can be made. 


FINTIS. 


